to joke a little about Oedipal suffering, to destroy with brilliant irony the cretinism of all the maiden aunts in the world:
the one who demanded that you learn to play the guitar, the one who made you recite whenever she came to visit, the one who recommended vitamins, the one who gave you her home-made biscuits. It happens that to you everything became distance, eternal silence in the books, and sullen like an icon you frightened the children.
You
Ever since the No of your father you refused to talk to anyone and today I feel that thirty years is too long
